


Daddy Gobber

by Musical Fangirl



Category: How to Train Your Dragon
Genre: Angst, Family
Language: English
Characters: Gobber, Hiccup, Stoick
Pairings: Gobber/Stoick
Status: Completed
Published: 2013-12-25 01:15:22
Updated: 2014-10-05 04:45:22
Packaged: 2016-04-26 17:14:50
Rating: K
Chapters: 4
Words: 4,387
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: This is Hiccup's story, if he had two dads, Stoic and Gobber. Take one is short and angsty. Take two is happy, with family elements and going through the movie and beyond. Enjoy.





	1. Take 1 Part 1

I don't own HTTYD  
>This story has two versions, this one and another that I'll put in chapter two. This one is angsty and sad, pretty much the only thing I can write short, I prefer the second one, but here is the first installment of Daddy Gobber.<p>

"Gobber?" the boy came into the forge, leaning against one of the workbenches.

"What can I do for you Hiccup?" I asked, looking up from the newest plans I had been working on.

"Will you tell me about my mom?" he asked, picking up a stick of charcoal and drawing on a spare piece of paper.

My heart gave a twinge, not sure I would be able to tell him, or tell him what Stoic had said I could. "Why didn't you ask your dad?" I asked, rolling up the plans and setting them aside.

"He wouldn't tell me anything. I figured you could tell me as much as he could," Hiccup said with a shrug. "Please?"

"I'm sorry Hiccup," I said, "If you're dad won't tell you anything, then it's not my place."

"But Gobber!" Hiccup whined, putting down the charcoal.

"No buts Hiccup. Do ya want to help me with some stuff?" I asked, holding up a few blueprints.

"Yeah!" Hiccup said running around the bench to help.

...

"Stoic, ya either tell the boy more about Valhallarama, or you tell him the truth." No one else would dare talk to Stoic that way, he would flay them alive.

"Gobber," Stoic said, sighing in exasperation. "You know I can't tell him."

"Well either you tell him Stoic, or I'm not going to talk to you, for the rest of both of our lives," I said, giving him a look that told him that I meant business.

"Gobber, please," Stoic begged, "You know why I can't tell him. But..."

"No buts Stoic," I said fiercely, "He needs to know."

"He can never know," Stoic said sadly.

"You've made your choice then," I said standing, "Good bye Stoic."

Stoic didn't move from the table, his head in his hands. "Good bye Gobber."


	2. Take 2 Part 1

"Who are you?" the boy asked. He had bright red hair and green eyes to match.

"I'm Gobber, who are you?" I asked, turning from watching my father barter with the village chief to talk to the other boy.

"I'm Stoic," the boy said in response, "My dad's the chief. What are you doing here?"

"Trading," I said, "What do you do around here for fun? This is going to take a while."

"Come on, I'll show you around," Stoic said, gesturing for me to follow him.

With a glance at my mother, who nodded assent, I ran after the other boy, a grin on my face.

...

"Gobber?" Stoic asked, laying next to me in the grass, looking up at the sky.

"Hm?" I responded, looking at my friend. He seemed worried about something, it worried me, unused to seeing Stoic so serious.

"Do you have someone back on your island? A girl?"

I laughed, "Is that really what's got you worried? No, I've no intrest in girls."

"But you said that you want a family some day," Stoic protested, sitting up and looking down at me.

"I do, that doesn't mean I have to like girls," I said with a grin. "I just have to find the right man."

"Intresting," Stoic said with a grin, "Have you found the right man yet?"

"I think I have," I replied with a grin of my own. "He's...strong, brave, stubborn. But I wouldn't have him any other way."

Stoic nodded, intruged. "I take it you know him well?"

"Almost better than I know myself," I said, crossing my arms under my head. "He's from Berk too."

Stoic nodded, a thoughtful look in his eyes. "You really aren't that close to anyone here on Berk...other than me?" Stoic asked.

I nodded, putting on hand on the back of his neck and pulling Stoic down to meet me in a kiss.

"A-are you serious Gobber?" Stoic asked, pulling away.

"Of course I am Stoic," I said with an easy grin, "I've never had a easy time making friends, but you accepted me right away. It's always been you, no one else could hold a candle up to you."

Stoic gave me another kiss, deeper and more firy than the first. "I wish I had been there to help with this," he said regretfully, running one finger along the edge of my prostitic arm.

"Don't worry about it," I said, pulling Stoic down for another kiss. "As long as you're here from now on."

"I promise," Stoic said, sealing the promise with the best kiss yet.

...

"What was that Stoic?" I asked, burning with rage and sorrow.

"I didn't do anything Gobber," Stoic protested, "_She_ kissed _me!_ I was trying to get her off me when you came in."

"I knew it was too good to be true," I muttered, turning away from Stoic. "I hope you two are happy together."

"Gobber," Stoic said, grabbing my arm. "Nothing happened, I swear. Just like I promised you that I would always be here for you."

"Don't lie to me Stoic," I said, breaking out of his grasp. "I'm going home, don't try to stop me."

...

"Is he okay?" Stoic's voice was the first thing that broke through the haze that filled my mind.

"I think so," the Berk healer, Jess, said, "He'll be weak when he wakes, if he pulls through though. We'll be lucky if he makes it through the night. I'll leave you to say your goodbyes."

"Damn it Gobber," Stoic said, I felt him sit next to the bed and take my hand. "I know you were mad, but you didn't have to take that Nightmare on alone. Now I might lose you. I-I can't lose you Gobber. Y-you're the best thing that's ever happened to me, and I-I love you so much."

"I love you too Stoic," I mumbled, squeezing his hand.

"Gobber! You're awake," Stoic cried, throwing his arms around me, "Thank Odin, I thought you were gone."

"You're not getting rid of me that easliy," I said.

"I know that," Stoic muttered, "But you didn't see yourself. Just laying there. I thought you were dead. You lost a lot of blood."

"We'll be fine Stoic," I said, "Don't worry."

"I'm sorry," Stoic said, "For that thing with Valhallarama. It was my fault, I should have realized what it would look like."

"Don't be, I was just being jelous, I should have realized that you would never do that. I was just being an idiot," I said.

"I'm the idiot. It was my fault."

"I think we could argue about this forever," I said with a laugh. "Let's just blame it on the Nightmare."

"Good idea," Stoic said with a laugh. "I love you."

"I love you too," I said, giving Stoic a kiss.

...

"Gobber, are you okay?" Stoic asked, knocking on the door to the bathroom.

"Yeah," I said, opening the door, seeing Stoic standing worriedly on the other side. "Don't worry, I'm fine."

"Gobber," Stoic said, giving me a look that told me that he didn't beleive me.

"I'm fine Stoic. Perfect even," I said, giving him a smile. "Remember what we were talking about when we first got together?"

"Having a family," Stoic said promptly. "Are you saying you're...?"

I nodded, "I am. I found out yesterday."

Stoic let out a whoop, grabbing my hands and spinning both of us in circles. "This is great Gobber!"

"I know it is," I said, laughing at my husband's antics. "It's fantastic."

...

"How is he?" I asked worriedly.

"Small," Stoic said, "He's weak. But he's a fighter, Jess is worried he won't make it through the night."

"He will," I said, determined. "No son of ours is going to give up so easily. Not if he's anything like you."

Stoic sat down on the bed next to me. "It's worse than when you lost your leg. He's so weak, and young, we barely even know him yet, we can't lose him now."

"We won't Stoic," I said, taking his hand in mine. "He's our little boy, part of both of us. And we're the most stubborn Vikings who ever lived. He'll make it through this."

...

"What are we going to name him?" I asked, holding our son as he slept.

"I don't know," Stoic said, looking over my shoulder at the baby. "He's so small."

"What about Hiccup?" I asked, running one finger along his cheek. "He's so fragile, I'm afraid I'm going to break him."

"Hiccup's a good name," Stoic said softly. "He's stronger than he looks Gobber, just like his Poppa."

I hummed in agreement, leaning my head against Stoic's chest. "Our little Hiccup."

...

"Poppa?" Hiccup asked, sitting down at the table for lunch. "How come I don't have a mommy?"

"You don't need one Hiccup," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "You have me and Daddy. Why would you need a mommy?"

"All my friends have mommies," Hiccup said softly. "Snoutlout said that only weirdos don't have mommies."

"Well Snotlout needs to learn to keep his mouth shut," I said, "If you ask me, Snoutlout is the weirdo, not you."

"But I'm the only one who doesn't have a mommy. Astrid has one, Fishlegs has one, the twins have one. It's just me," Hiccup said. "They already don't like me. I don't want anything else to make me weird."

"Hiccup," I said, pulling him into my lap. "You aren't weird, you are special, you are unique. You have two parents that love you, and that's all you really need, isn't it?"

"I guess so," Hiccup said, snuggling into me closer. "When is the baby going to be born?"

"Not for a couple more months," I said, giving him one last squeeze and setting him down on the floor, why don't you go play?"

"Okay Poppa," Hiccup said, running towards his room to play with some of the wooden toys Stoic had made for him.

I looked after Hiccup for a minute, worrying my bottom lip. I had never thought of the effects this would have on Hiccup. Berk was so much diffrent than my home island, back there you could have two dads and no one would judge you any diffrently. Sighing I rubbed my belly where the baby was kicking and stood up to do a bit of work before Stoic got home.

...

"Gobber?" Stoic asked, standing in the doorway of our bedroom.

"Something's wrong," I ground out between my teeth. "It's not like last time. Get Jess."

"Will you be okay while I'm gone?" Stoic asked, hesitent to leave.

"Go!" I said, groaning as another contraction hit.

...

"Poppa?" Hiccup asked, standing in the doorway, just like Stoic had a few hours before. "Are you okay?"

"Come here Hic," I said, patting the bed next to me.

Hiccup ran into the room, carefully climbing onto the bed and snuggling into my side. "What happened? Where'd the baby go?"

"Odin called her to Valhalla to be with him," I said softly, running my hand through Hiccup's hair.

"When can I see her?" Hiccup asked.

"You won't baby boy," I said, "Not for a long time at least. She's with Odin."

"Why?" Hiccup asked, finally realizing what I was saying.

"I don't know baby. Maybe Odin desided she would be a good bride for Thor when she grows up. So it's just gonna be you, me, and Daddy."

"I miss her," Hiccup mumbled, burrying his face in my shoulder.

"I miss her too Hic," I said, wrapping one arm around his shoulder.

...

"Poppa? Can I tell you a secret?" Hiccup asked a light in his eyes that I had never seen before, at least, not since his sister died. It had effected him stronger than I had thought it would effect a five year old.

"Of course Hic," I said, looking up from the new weapon desiens I had been working on. Stoic had just left to try and find the dragons' nest, leaving Hiccup and I to our own devices for a few weeks.

"Promise not to tell?"

"Promise," I said with a chuckle.

"I found something in the woods, something that's going to help me with the dragons. I'll be the best in the class!"

"You already were going to be," I said, ruffling Hiccup's hair with my hand, "You always do your best Hic, that's all Dad and I ask."

"I know," Hiccup said, smiling. "I've got to go, lots to do."

...

"Did you know about this Gobber?" Stoic asked, pacing the deck of the ship, glaring at the dragon bound at the front.

"He was happy Stoic, happier than I've seen him since he was five. He said he found something in the woods, something that would help him in dragon training. I didn't think it was a pet dragon though. I've not seen him that happy since I lost her. If we do this, we'll lose him again. This time for good."

Stoic rubbed his face roughly, "I can't not do this Gobber. I promised the men that we would find the nest, if I don't do my best...you know what they'll do."

"But what's more important to you?" I asked quietly, "Your position or our son?"

"I'm doing this for him," Stoic said, "If they try to get rid of me, they'll come to the house. Hiccup would be there, and he could get hurt, or even killed, if things got too far out of hand. I'm doing what's best for him."

"I'm not so sure," I said softly, watching Stoic as he paced again.

...

"How's he doing?" I asked, sitting next to Stoic, next to Hiccup's bed.

"He's a bit better, been stiring a bit. Toothless' anxious too. It shouldn't be much longer. I can't beleive we almost lost him," Stoic said, a sob tearing from his throat.

"It'll be okay," I said, taking his hand in mine. "He's strong. Always has been."

Stoic shook his head, burrying his face in his free hand. "It's all my fault. I should have trusted him."

"You couldn't have known. Toothless is a dragon, we'd been taught to hate and kill them. It's not your fault."

"Dad?" Hiccup's voice was hoarse, "Poppa?"

"Hiccup, how do you feel?" I asked, turning to him instantly while Stoic composed himself.

"Like I was run over by a wild yak," Hiccup said, his voice a bit stronger, sitting up.

"Do you remember what happened son?" Stoic asked.

"We-we were fighting the dragons. Where's Toothless?" Hiccup asked, looking around frantically. "He's not dead, is he?"

Toothless sat up from where he was on the other side of the bed, resting his head on Hiccup's lap.

"Hey bud," Hiccup said, stroking the dragons head, a smile growing on his face. "I'm glad you're okay."

The dragon churred, closing his eyes, a dragon's approximation of a smile on his face.

Hiccup wrapped his arms around the dragon's head, he really hadn't been this happy in a long time, five years.

...

"Poppa, are you okay?" Hiccup asked, worried, as I heaved up everything I had eaten for the tenth day in a row.

"I'm fine," I said, getting up and cleaning myself off a bit.

"I don't like seeing you so sick," Hiccup said. "I haven't seen you so sick in a long time."

"Don't worry Hiccup, everything will be fine," I said with a smile. "In nine months."

"Months?" Hiccup said, the worry growing in his eyes, "Why months? Wait nine? Are you...?"

"I am," I said with a smile, "Don't tell your father yet though. I'm not ready to tell him yet."

Hiccup nodded with a smile, bouncing excitedly. "I've got to go check on Toothless. See you at dinner!" he said, giving me a quick hug and running out of the house.

...

"Are they okay?" Hiccup asked worriedly from the door.

"Come in and see for yourself," Stoic said with a soft smile.

Hiccup entered quietly, coming to the side of the bed and looking at the baby in my arms. "She's so tiny," he said softly.

"You were smaller," I said, "I thought I was going to break you if I even looked at you."

Hiccup laughed. "What's her name?"

"Erika."


	3. Take 1 Part 2

"Gobber?" Hiccup called out cautiously, entering the forge.

"Hmm?" I replied, not looking up from my work.

"Are you and Dad fighting?"

I didn't look up, focusing on getting the lump out of my throat before looking up at Hiccup. "Wha made you think that?"

"Dad has been going down to the Great Hall every night, and when he comes back, he's drunk," Hiccup said, eyes wide, and slightly scared. "Gobber, he hasn't done that since you went out on that fishing trip and everyone thought your ship was lost."

"Hiccup," I said, rubbing my forehead. I could feel the headache coming on.

Hiccup cut me off. "Gobber, I'm scared. He's not...he's not himself when he's drunk. I don't know what to do, Gobber."

I sighed, rubbing my forehead again. "I'll talk to him. Okay?"

"Thank you Gobber," Hiccup said, giving me a tight hug.

...

"Get up," I snarled, grabbing Stoic by the back of the tunic and hauling him out of his seat.

"Gobber?" he slurred, eyes trying to focus on me.

"You're already drunk, aren't you?" I growled once I got him out of the Great Hall.

"Maybe," Stoic said, defensive, even drunk off his arse.

"Damn it Stoic," I growled, shoving him into a wall. "You can't do this!"

"Why not?" he asked belligerently. "Not like I have anything to live for now. You abandoned me, Valka abandoned me. Really, what do I have left?"

"What about Hiccup? You know, our _son,_" I hissed, making sure no one else heard me.

"Don't think I've ever heard you call him that," Stoic said, blinking up at me, "Our son."

"It's what he is, isn't it?" I grumbled. "You can't be taking very good care of him if you're drunk off your arse all the time."

"Hiccup's an independent kid," Stoic slurred, "Thought you weren't talking to me anymore."

"Yeah, well, when Hiccup comes into the forge because he's scared of you that kind of changes my plans Stoic. Come on," I said, dragging him up the hill to his house. "Let's get you sobered up."

"Don' wanna be sober," Stoic grumbled.

"Tough," I said, "Cause you're gonna be."

...

"Go to your room Hiccup," I growled when I pushed Stoic into the house. "I'll take care of him for now."

Hiccup nodded, wide eyed, and ran up to his room, scrabbling to grab his notebook before disappearing up the stairs.

I shoved Stoic towards the table that stood in the corner of the room before grabbing his mug and a jug of water. "Three of these," I said, "Drink em, pour em over your head, do whatever you want with em, but as soon as they're gone, you and I are going to have a talk."

Stoic nodded, chugging the whole jug in one go. I sigh and refill it. It's gonna be a long night.

…

"Are you and Dad done fighting?" Hiccup asked when he came into the forge the next day.

"Ah think so," I said, smiling at him.

"What were you arguing about in the first place anyways?" Hiccup asked, doodling absentmindedly on some scratch paper.

"Nothing important," I told Hiccup. "Or so he says," I muttered under my breath.

Hiccup was giving me an odd look when I lifted my head to look at him.

"I'll see you later Gobber," Hiccup said, waving and leaving the forge.


	4. Take 2 Part 2

"Ka," Hiccup moaned, hearing his sister crying, "Can't you just sleep?"

He got out of bed regardless, walking to the crib that had been moved to the wall opposite Toothless' bed when the little girl had turned 6 months old.

The little girl was standing up, holding the side of the crib. When she saw her older brother she reached out for him, calling his, baby speech shortened, name. "Iccup, Iccup, Iccup!" she wailed until he took her out of the crib and held her close.

"What's wrong Ka?" he asked, cradling the little girl.

Erika didn't respond, curling into her older brother, sniffling at first, but eventually calming down and falling asleep in his arms.

Hiccup laughed softly at her, carrying her over to his bed. "You're doing this too often Ka," he murmured, laying her down before going over to the dragon. "She's okay," he said to Toothless. "Go back to sleep, Poppa said we can take her flying in the morning."

Toothless chirred, licking Hiccup's hand lightly before curling back up on his bed. Hiccup smiled at the dragon before returning to his bed, curling protectively around his sister, falling asleep himself.

...

"Now remember, no fancy flying, don't go too high, or too fast, and for the love of Thor, _be careful!_" I said, watching as Hiccup made sure all of his riding gear was set up right.

"Yes Poppa," Hiccup said, turning from the dragon. "Everything's set." He reached out for Erika.

I pulled back a bit.

"Poppa," Hiccup whined, taking another step towards me and taking Erika. "We'll be fine, don't worry so much."

"I know," I murmured, giving Hiccup a quick hug. "Make sure you're back by night fall."

"Yes sir," Hiccup said, strapping Erika into a baby carrier he had made to fit into Toothless' saddle. "Wave bye bye to Poppa Ka," he said, climbing into the saddle.

"Bye bye Papa!" Erika waved as Toothless took off.

I waved back until they were out of sight over the forest, then made my way back to the forge to start the day's work. I didn't get much work done.

...

"Alright Ka," Hiccup said, climbing off Toothless' back when they landed. "I'm gonna show you my two favorite things in all of Berk today, but you have to promise not to tell."

Erika smiled up at her big brother. "Iccup, Iccup, Iccup!" she chanted, reaching out for him.

"That's what I thought," Hiccup said with a smile, carefully taking Erika out of her baby carrier.

As soon as she was out of the carrier, Toothless ran into the forest. A few minutes later a boy came out of the forest where Toothless had gone in. He had dark skin and hair, and acid green eyes.

Erika stared at the stranger for a moment before reaching out for him. "Less, Less, Less!"

The other boy smiled, taking the infant from her brother's arms. "Thought that's what you'd do," he murmured, nuzzling her, much like dragons did their young.

Erika settled into Toothless' hold, and stared out expectantly at her brother, as if asking 'what next?'

"I'm going to show you," Hiccup said, tapping Erika on the nose, causing her to laugh, "Little miss, my favorite place on Berk."

The trio walked a little further into the woods before coming to a rock wall plunging straight down. They walked around the cliff until they found the opening to their destination.

"Welcome to the cove," Hiccup said, going to the cave where they kept some supplies for camping in the cove. "What do you think Ka?" he asked, laying a blanket on the ground before sitting on it.

Erika gurgled happily, clapping her little hands.

"I think she likes it," Toothless said, sitting her next to Hiccup before sitting next to her.

"I think so," Hiccup said, tickling his sister. "I still wish Poppa had let us take her out flying sooner though."

"We do want her to feel at home on the ground too Hic," Toothless said.

"Well I'm going to make a proper air baby out of her," Hiccup said, sticking his tongue out at Toothless, "So there."

Toothless laughed, climbing over Erika and pinning Hiccup to the blanket. "You wanna say that again?"

"So. There," Hiccup said, mock glaring up at Toothless.

He laughed again and pecked Hiccup on the nose before sitting up, off the young Viking, "You're so cute when you're fake angry."

Hiccup huffed and sat up. "Come on, let's show Erika around before it gets dark," he said, scooping his sister up.

Toothless nodded, following the other two around the cove, adding his own foot notes to the babble that kept coming out of Hiccup's mouth.

…

I sighed, looking at Hiccup from across the table. "Explain to me again, why exactly you got in a fight?"

Hiccup looked up guiltily, "I guess I should show you," he muttered, "I'll be right back." Hiccup slowly went up the stairs to his and Erika's room. After a few minutes of movement, Hiccup came back downstairs, with another boy. "Poppa," Hiccup said nervously. "This is Toothless."

I stared at the other boy for a second, examining him and watching both of them. "Okay," I said eventually. "Toothless can turn human. What does that have to do with your fight with Astrid?"

"I was keeping secrets from her, she didn't like it. I wouldn't tell her so she hit me and stormed away. She must have told Snotlout and the twins because they picked a fight later."

I sighed, "You have to tell your father, and Erika, she's going to be upset that you kept this from her."

Hiccup shifted uncomfortably. "Well…"

"When did you tell her?" I asked, rubbing my temples, I could feel the headache coming on.

"The day you let me take her out flying for the first time," Hiccup said. "She loves Toothless even better in this form than she does in dragon form."

"Okay," I said, "You're telling Stoic when he gets back from this trip," I said, pointing a finger at Hiccup. "Understand?"

"Yes sir," Hiccup said, running back up the stairs to his and Erika's room.


End file.
